l82               SAILOR     ON     HORSEBACK

Late in June, desiring to take her two children to the
country for the summer, Bessie rented a cabin in a grove of
cabins which had been put up by Mrs. Ninetta Eames as a
summer resort at Glen Ellen, in Sonoma County in the'
Valley of the Moon. Jack wanted to continue to sail the
Spray and concentrate on The Sea Wolf, so he remained in
Piedmont. One night toward the end of the month when
he was crossing the hills in his buggy with George Sterling
and some other men friends, the buggy ran off the road
and plunged into a ravine. Jack's leg was badly hurt.
Charmian Kittredge came frequently to nurse him. At
the beginning of July, as soon as he was able to walk, Jack
left for Glen Ellen to join his family. Charmian Kittredge
also went to Glen Ellen to join her aunt.

The Overland Monthly having folded up, Roscoe Eames
and Edward Payne were now out of work. Edward Payne
and Mrs. Eames had built a large rambling house called
Wake Robin on the banks of a stream opposite which Payne,
who was a renegade preacher without a pulpit, had put
together picnic tables and log seats to hold revival meetings
and philosophical discussions. In order to make money
out of the project, Mrs. Eames had built the cabins and put
up tents, which she rented out to families.

When Jack reached Glen Ellen he found his family
comfortably entrenched in a cabin with a canvas top,
located in a grove of wine-coloured manzanita and madrone.
The campers lived as a communal group; every one cooked
their meals in a common kitchen by the river bank, and ate
on long picnic tables. Jack spent a few dollars to dam the
clear, cool stream where it flowed along a sandy beach, and
the entire camp collected to swim and sun itself. Here
Jack spent his afternoons playing with the youngsters,
teaching them to swim. In the mornings he went to a shaded
and secluded spot on the bank of the stream where, on the
sawed-off trunk of an oak tree, he scrawled his thousand
words a day. And one night toward the end of July the
entire camp assembled, even the small children, snugly
wrapped in blankets, to hear him read the first half of The